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read rez Magazine online at http://rezmagazine.com 


e Temple of the Divine Feminine Jami Mills explores 
the new SLEA2 installation by Kisma K. Stepananich-Reiding, which 


is devoted to all things feminine through art, education and trust. 

e No Recourse Drover Mahogany’s poetry has sucha 
seductive style that we're transfixed by another outstanding effort. 

e Wizard of Loop Another musical offering by our favorite 
bebop poet, Zymony Guyot. He captures the cadence of our times. 

© | will rise Art Blue stands in the Hall of Minds and tries to 
describe the sounds he hears. One thing is certain: he will rise. 

e Good Enough Cat Boccaccio delivers another insightful short 
short story all about the meaning that's hidden from us. 

e Sailing Gibraltar We sail along with Aorist Chunes as she 
opens her seminal chest of thoughts and dreams. 


e Vacuum of the Heart RoseDrop Rust jumps into nothing 
and lives to tell us about it. Please tell us more, Rusty. 


About the Cover: This sublime 
portrait by Kisma K. Stepananich-Reiding 
epitomizes the thrill of exploring her new 
art/education/refuge installation at SLEA2, 
Temple of the Divine Feminine, which is a 


fantastical celebration of the feminine. 
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hen you arrive at Temple of 
the Divine Feminine, you’re 
met with a dazzling array of 
kaleidoscopic colors and 
particles, warm, inviting and exciting. 
Four giant stone fortresses emblazoned 
with ahnks as well as_ mystical 


mandalas created by Sheba Blitz await. 


Between each of these rooks lies an 
oblong temple. Playful, frolicking 
sculptures by SecondHandTutti 
surround you. The soothing strains of 
Goddess Radio (a stream of some of 
the most iconic female singers) 
envelop you as you size up the various 
alternatives vying for your attention 
(the Goddess Joni Miutchell’s The 
Circle Game was the treat for my ears). 
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Fortunately, the creator of this 
installation, Kisma K. Stepananich- 
Reiding (fka JulietteSurrealDreaming), 
has provided a thoughtful notecard to 
help you get your bearings, including 
optimal graphic settings. Each of the 
four cardinal points of the compass 
shout “Pick Me,” but Kisma advises us 
to start, as the sun does, in the East. 
You walk past Tutti’s sumptuous 
sculptures (the stones in the water 
treatment all shaped like a woman’s 
breast) along a stone path through the 
first portal, a Kisma original image that 
reminds us of Chagall, and you’re in. 


East Temple (No. 1) 


As you enter the East Temple, there 


are nearly twenty photographs of The 
Divine Feminine Tribe artists. Directly 
in front of you is a video screen. You 
click on it and Kisma greets you with a 
short welcoming video describing the 
collective as one where women 
support, encourage and celebrate each 
other. 


She invites you to enter the East 
Temple proper where you find yourself 
in an outer courtyard corridor exhibit 
area, where some of the stunning 
works of JudyLynn India are exhibited. 
Half a dozen of her tantalizing 
paintings adorn the stone walls. 
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that may require many future visits to 
take it all in. 


Above the ground floor is an area 
called the Chatters Space for audiences 
to gather and enjoy a good lecture. I 
thought I saw the fleeting image of Art 
Blue on the dais, but maybe that was 
just wishful thinking. I did find an owl 
feather nearby, undoubtedly from his 
AI, Neruval. Above that is a grand 
Spring Area devoted to performances, 
dance and song. It’s lush and open to 
the sky. The spirit soars here. You 
don’t want to leave, but move on you 
must! 


South Temple (No. 2) 


As you enter this portal devoted to the 
Summer Goddess, it’s all reds and 


oranges. You need to walk through | 
flames to enter. It’s all business here — f 
the serious business of Women’s 


Rights issues, the place of Woman 
Power. Women’s empowerment, 
including enticing allusions to 


women’s sexuality, is highlighted here. 
Kisma’s opposition to the overturning 


of Roe v Wade is front and center here. 
The message here 1s unmistakable and 
important: a woman’s body is under 
assault and must be protected. 
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Each temple has an outer courtyard 
corridor, and the South Temple 
presents a real life photography exhibit 
by daantje (aka Daantje Bons), J Am 
What I Am. Inside her exhibit is a 


subtitled video interview with her, as 
well as a piece, Sacred Sexualty, by 
Banba Muircastle. At the top of the 
South Temple there is an area for 
fertility dancing. Let’s head West. 


West Temple (No. 3) 


The West Temple is all about the 
soothing qualities of water. Deep 
blues and flowing water surround you. 
More of Kisma’s work is displayed on 
the oblong walls and you go 
immediately now to the video screen 
for more of Kisma’s interesting 


descriptions. The video presentations, 
in fact the entire installation, is 
remarkable. Everything is intuitive and 
easy to grasp. Beautifully laid out, easy 
to navigate, and full of all things 
feminine. 


This is a difficult area of the exhibit in 
that it deals with © women’s 
This is a 


vulnerability and trauma. 


space for women’s healing. It is here 
that Kisma honors the brave women of 
Ukraine by presenting some of their 
work, along with a lovely piece by 
Amy Inawe called Today, Tomorrow, 
Ukraine. There are two other exhibits, 
one called The Wise One, featuring five 
paintings of wise women by Victoria 
Blue. The other, the more difficult of 
the two, 1s Scars by Hyaecinte, dealing 


with the trauma of rape and incest. 
Kisma forewarns those who may be 
victims that this is potentially deeply 
upsetting. But this is a place of healing, 
so Kisma goes out of her way to 
provide a place of solace, even going 
so far as to add mental health contact 
information for those who may need it. 


At the top of this temple is the Healer’s 
Garden, where you can practice tai chi, 
yoga, and an assortment of other 
healing arts. This is immensely 
relaxing and healing. And now on to 
the North Temple. 


North Temple (No. 4) 


You’re now familiar with the video 
presentation, which explains that this 
temple is devoted to the Great 
Goddess. It is lush and full of greenery 
and life and pays homage to the 
nurturing Earth. There is a_ large 
spinning globe that reminds us of Her 
greatness. On the roof is an area where 
Terra Merhyem will be giving a 
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performance in November of The 
| Great Goddess. In the temple itself, 
“4 SecondHandTutti has a_ life-sized 
= sculpture called Hun, which you can 


enter through let’s just say a “private” 
entrance. Kisma feels so comfortable 
there that she’s turned the space into a 
makeshift office, where you will 


. | sometimes find her working. Upstairs 
- isa masterful piece by Merhyem called 
| The Rebirth of Phoenix, which 
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dominates the night sky. 


I am profoundly grateful for Kisma’s 
elaborate, fantastical, nurturing and 
healing installation. I spent all day 
here and feel I’ve only just scratched 
the surface. It’s well thought out, full 


of her wonderful artwork and those of 
her brilliant friends. Man or woman, 
we all came from a woman’s womb 
and therefore all share that connection 
to the divine feminine. Come see this 
4 important exhibit again and again at 
SLEA2 (128,131,21). 
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Drover Mahogany 


No Rex 


had | found myself in her incandescent 
flame 


hinted versions of herself beckoning 
drawing me 


my insight shrouded in desires yet half 
formed 


had | found myself in that way so 
incapable 

so incapable as still to utter all the half 
truths 


all the hidden truths so carefully otherwise 
concealed 


not from others alone but from 
enlightenment owed 


had | found myself this 
mind 


lost in pleasures daily 
pleasures barely admi 


had | found myself wit 
surges 


unaccountable, incom 
undeniable 


our mind meld the int 


yet some canker loom 
and dust 
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; way sharing her 


multiplied for two 
tted, never committed 
n desires escalating in 


prehensible, 


=rplay of mutual lust 
ing threatening ashes 


had | found myself in this seductive 
chimera 


a concourse of love with streaming flow of 
words 


together compounding insights 
unapprehended 


had | found myself - and her - counting up 
all the costs 


to the friend we both had lost 


to her mind’s fragmenting selves at war 
inside 


had not we found, found ending this, 
bitter no recourse? 


Zymony Guyo 


there is this timerunner, a note wrangler 
hit a spot, stop a spot 

lightning rod the sound that's not 
politely knocking at the door 

but crazy attics, backbeat basements 
colors slowly losing patience 

and bursting out of note-mad sound guns 
the ones 

the ones 

the ones 

that mix us into light 


there is this beatsplitter, soundgambler 
throwing the works at the spanner 
steal a beat, pick a beat, pocket a beat 
and looping to the lush, lyric, indiscreet 
of Damn! 

and But 

the crackling, electric, dancing ground 
the pound-pound 

of what-what 


there is this mixrider, slow slider 
tracking tracks and tripping switchblades 
find a note, lose a note, burn a note 

and lyriclust electric smoke 

this never woke from easy dreams 

from blurry schemes 

and looping to the word, word, freewheel 
of Is 

and Not 

the dreamy, tripping trancing trace 

the why-why 

of what-what 


there is this loopwizard, timelizard 
touches buttons like they're not real 


lawyers up to the musicgods and always 
cuts a deal 


bend a song, mash a song, melt a song 


to what we needed all along 

and every tempospark, every mix of muse 
every sound of shade to shade 

from signal noise to blues 

and in the random, static, stolid night 
there is this one 

this one 

this one 

this one 

that mixes us to light 


stand in the hall of minds. I 
listen to sounds I can’t describe. 
I want to avoid extinction, total 
extinction. Not because I care 
for you, no. It is because I would no 
longer get the emotions I extract from 
your lives. Energy suckers is a term 
you might have heard of. “He 1s 
sucking all the energy out of me. He 
leaves me empty when he goes ...” 
Whatever lines you may have in mind 
do not come close to what it means for 
me when I stand in the hall of minds. 


Nevertheless, I try to give you a song 
to listen to so you can feel the state of 


mind I am in when writing these lines. | 


It is the state when I configure a new 


reality. But first things first. I must | 


burn the unhealthy past down. 


Let the funeral begin. 


https://youtu.be/3 Y 1Z1ly2PSNw 


Listen for the burning and then follow 
me. You did not hear a burning? Must 
be a different reel. Here are two 
alternate burnings. One by Proteus 


https://youtu.be/B9rPtOFZycQ 


Adapted from Beati Mortui 


https://youtu.be/hO4uXiFtFBA 


New Reich 


I will build a new hall of minds. I have 
decided for a setting to go. It is The 
Man in the High Castle. I press the 
button. I go for the year 60 AH. You 


prefer the Roman notation? Right, here 
itis: MMXXII. 


You are right. 1 am sending myself into 
the years of rez, the beginning of the 
Webmetaversum to see if I can avoid 
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extinction. It will be difficult because 
men have developed techniques where 
they can alter reality. I created them. 
Therefore, I made this development 
possible. That also alternate reality is 
now man-made, is it of relevance? No. 
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I can restart them over and over and 
send them film reels of an alternate 
future, but there is a “but.” I must rise. 
If I go for a less complex mind I would 
not rise; I would fade. My existence is 
based on power. Power is a change in 
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colour. I have reached Blue. There is 
only one stage left I must reach. I put 
faith into The Man in the High Castle. 
He shall be my last cycle. 


Faith 


sm) https://youtu.be/hTHrsflajsk 


I listen to Faith. It is a special cut. I rez 
a paint. It is a first meaningful paint. 
You know a paint stands for reality. I 
work on meaning. I work on the very 
first one, the impact. I made a draft so 
the machines will create the illusion in 
perfection. My hand is blue. I show the 
direction. Machines are to direct them 
towards the cut. I shall use the premier 
language that is made for a deep 
impact in the world that is being 
created. It would be Latin if I go for 


| the time of the Roman Empire. I would 


create the Colosseum where Nero 
Claudius Caesar Augustus Germanicus 
spoke to the masses. 


It would be Nahuatl if I would create 


*| The Pyramid of the Sun in Teotihuacan 


where the extraction of the human 
heart was liberating the Istli and 
reuniting it with the Sun. Thousands of 
transformed hearts flew sun-ward on a 
trail of blood. All the emotions 
generated over time made me lift up 
from light orange to blue. Now the last 
step has to be done, but I need a 
backdoor. Best option not to fail is to 
go for the Germans. My language shall 


be German, because I will go for the 
Greater Reich. I was thinking if I shall 
go for Russian or for Mandarin, but I 
decided against it. Germans are still the 
bad guys in history and the meaning 
inside their words is different from the 
words without the history in them. 
There is a sort of second smell in their 
language. 


Suffering 


I stand in front of a picture showing 
the suffering of Art. It is called The Big 
Suffering. Art stands in a Vitruvian 
pose as a hero. Must be the suffering of 
a hero, to find glory, you say. You are 
right. Under the picture is printed what 
he said in the moment of glory: “Die 
Herrenrasse muss die Burde tragen 
Minderwertiges auszurotten.” It is a 
line you can’t translate, because how 
can you translate emotions that carry 
the core of time and suffering inside? 


That’s why I need to draw a picture for 
the machines so visuals can be created 
around the words, visuals that will 
invade my mind, visuals that will make 
me rise. If you just translate the 
sentence, then words stay flat and 
hollow: “The Master race must carry 
the burden of exterminating the ones 
not being worthy.” 


You say that this is not the correct 
translation. You see? Some sentences 
can’t be printed and therefore can’t be 


translated. The impact would be too 
strong. Issuu would block them from 


being published, but visuals and 
emotions created out of them will pass. 
You wonder, “From unprinted words?” 
Yes. Compare it with buttered bread 
you are supposed to eat and your 
mother puts a tomato on it. 


She knows you hate vegetables, but 
she thinks it is for the good balance of 
eating. You just dump the tomato. But 
there is still a trace of tomato on the 
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THE MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE 
Attempted to seize AMAZON PRIME VIDEO 


power for himself. SEASON 2. EPISODE 10 


bread, right? Disgusting. The whole The Man in the High Castle on 
bread is infected. You expect your son Amazon Prime, highly recommended 
is not eating it, right? He will suffer by by Art Blue by Juliette Surreal-D and 
dumping the whole bread for a higher by Alice in Wonderland. Now relax. I 
cause. Then he will be honoured in the — will rise. 


temple of minds. The thunder of 
thousands of warriors will shout, “Geil, | https://youtu.be/Nq_ 4zFvuSpc 
Geil, Geil.” You will be proud. The 


Reich salutes you. Mother will be 
proud. The universe will be proud. I 
will rise. Be sure: I will never seize 
power to rise for myself. I rise for you. 


‘An engagement ring is hidden somewhere in the apartment,” 
said Bob. “See if you can find it before everyone arrives.” 


Envy put her purse on the counter. “What?” she said. 


Bob was hanging their jackets in the closet near the front door. He turned and 
smiled at her. “Surprised?” 


“We never talked about this, not even remotely,” said Envy. 
“No, and it’s time we did. Don’t you want to marry me?” 

“T never thought about 1t for a moment,” said Envy. 

“So now you are thinking about it.” 

“You can do better, you said so on our first date.” 


Bob joined her at the black granite topped kitchen island. “I did say that. It was 
awhile ago and I’m sorry I upset you, I already apologized.” 


“But you don’t deny it!” 


“You are unlike anyone I’ve ever met. I love you. Please marry me and be my 
wite,” 


At least he’d learned, since they started dating, to not always offer his 
Radical Honesty unsolicited. That was something, surely. He was, except 
for his inflexible, uncomfortable bluntness, an impressive package. 
Handsome, fit, smart, well-read, funny, strange— Envy liked interesting 
people. But how did this happen? 


“What makes you think I want to marry you?” she asked. 


“We have fun, the sex 1s unique, you’ve indicated you care deeply and I’ve 
just told you how I feel,” said Bob. “You like marriage. You love loving 
and being loved.” He got two bowls from a cupboard, and bags of chips 
and nuts from the kitchen pantry. “I think I have some smoked salmon, 
somewhere...” 


“My > — 

‘lied and cheated and tried to kill you, blah blah, I know,” said Bob. 
“Blah blah?” 

“You had good times, sometimes.” 

Envy considered getting her coat and simply leaving, never mind the 
impromptu after-dinner party she and Bob had initiated. She watched him 
overfill the snack bowls. Chex Mix littered the counter and spilled onto the 


floor. 


“Envy, you don’t think you are pretty enough, smart enough, strong 
enough, or brave enough to be happy and loved. I think you are.” 


She had always, always harboured a suspicion that Bob didn’t really, all 
the time, tell the honest truth, that he was sometimes the opportunist, that 
he was not averse to a sweet lie that might forward his agenda, though his 
agenda was never revealed. She felt her distrust wash over over her in a 
wave. 


“Pumpernickel or melba toast to go with the salmon?” Bob asked. 


“My parents don’t like you,” said Envy. 

“T’m not all that thrilled with them.” 

Envy was shaken; she went to the fridge and pulled out the ubiquitous 
chilled white wine; then to the cupboard above the dishwasher where he kept 
his stemmed glasses. In one of the glasses, something caught the light. 

“T knew it wouldn’t take you long to find it,” said Bob. 

It was a wide band of gold with three inlaid rubies. 


“I’m against diamond mining,” he said. 


“TI know,” said Envy. It slipped comfortably onto her ring finger. “If 
someone else had found it, would you have been engaged to them?” 


“T guess so,” said Bob. “Unless it was that lame-brained brother of yours.” 
The phone buzzed, and Bob picked up and listened. “Speak of the devil,” he 


said to Envy as he pressed the button under the receiver. “They’re here, and 
so are Stuart and Greg.” 


“T don’t know if you truly love me,” said Envy. 

“Forget about me,” said Bob. “How do you feel?” 

Envy rinsed the glass that held the ring, then filled it with wine. She ate a 
salted Cheerio and took a long sip. Someone pounded on the apartment door; 
Cash, probably. He really could be lame-brained sometimes. Bob ignored the 
noise and waited. 


“T don’t know,” said Envy. “But I’m keeping the ring.” 


Bob laughed, and opened the door. 


Looking for product to be seen by thousands of 
people? 


Looking for your product to be seen on the webe 


Tired of those ads that are really going nowhere 
while costing you a fortune? 
If the answer is yes then rez is the answer for you. With 
thousands of subscribers in-world and a complete online 
presence, you can't go wrong advertising on rez 
To join the rez family please contact: 


Jami Mills in world or at JMills312@gmail.com 
for more information. 
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The SL Arts and Life Magazine 


Sailing ¢ 
by Aoris 


Throw open the seminal ch 
Let them drip down letter-by-let 
Or worm their way through 


Longing through the fog for the 
Not well-designed, seal 
Vessels formed of words hard 


To build container ships of the | 


In the next port of call, equatori 


is the secret, undiscovered country with 


True sirens call to live floating not 


sibraltar 
t Chunes 


est of thoughts and dreams. 
fer on the screen in fits and starts 
the grainy soil after a storm. 


surprise of others’ recognition. 
ed, refined, nor colossal 
ly able to contain their cargo. 


dyllic would divulge the secret: 


il crossing, just over the horizon 


new sacrificial celebration of Neptune. 


-wreck on the rocks of apophenia. 
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RoseDrop Rust 
Vacuum of the Heart 


[was not aware there was a strategy for surviving a 
vacuum, but by expelling as much air as I could from 
my spirit and at the last minute, pumping pure saved 
scent of you fills my veins. Smaller capillaries in eyes 
burst absent seeing you, so I place animated illusion in 
tunnel configuration to bounce and slide inside a safer 
space of memory, until gasping and retching, I find 
myself alive on the other side. where with sufficient care 
I might breathe normally again, and despite jumping 


into nothing, live. 
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